ON     THE     OCEAN    WAVE

all gone. Men were walking about like himself, to
keep warm. A few married couples were standing
close together in shaded corners. The ship remained
perfectly steady. The lights shone. The band
played. The postal clerks were busy with the mail-
bags. Mr. Jones thought of the squash-racquet
court; then of the Winter Garden-, " Like the
Riviera " ; then of the splendid suite of rooms cost-
ing eight hundred pounds for the voyage. It was
obviously ridiculous to suppose that there could be
danger on a ship like that! You might as well think
of danger at the Ritz ! Besides, he had absolute
confidence in the Captain. Everyone had. So he
stood beside the band, listening to their merry ragtime
tunes.

At the end of one tune, he wondered what time it
was and, remembering he had left his watch in the
cabin, he thought he might as well go and fetch it.
As he went, he saw by a ship's clock that it was a
quarter-past-two. He was surprised to find it so late.
In three hours daylight would be coming again.

But what was the matter with the gangway ? The
carpet was all wet. There was a sort of pool at one
end, and it rippled gently to and fro as the ship swayed
with the sea. He would get his feet wet going into
the cabin, and he turned to go back up the hatch. He
began to run, but he could hardly climb the stairs now.
It was like climbing a mountain-side. He had to
cling on with his hands and climb like a monkey. At
last he reached a deck. The band was still playing.
It sounded like some hymn-tune now. But the deck was
slowly tilting up. It was difficult to stand on it with-
out clutching to a railing. The music-stands were
slipping away and rolling down to the scuppers.
Leaning against the base of a funnel, some of the musi-
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